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Dear  Box, 

It  has  come  to  our  attention  that 
several  members  of  the 
Engineering  Society  have  suc- 
cumbed to  the  curse  of  the 
crazed  artsie  practice  of  acting 
like  a fag  centefield  of  Varsity 
Stadium  during  half-time.  The 
S.P.C.F.C.*  should  take  note 
and  inspect  Mob  Raier  (note: 
this  name  has  been  changed  to 
protect  the  guilty  party)  and  his 
antics  in  certain  manoevres  such 
as  the  caterpillar.  He  was  heard 
to  cry  “kinky  sex”  during  UofTs 
strong  win  over  Guelph.  In  par- 
ticular, the  aforementioned 
"gentleman”  attempted  to  hide 
his  true  sexual  preference  by  at- 
tacking his  female  counterparts. 
However,  we  recognize  this  as  a 
feeble  display  to  protect  his 
questionable  “man"  hood. 

Signed, 

The  True  Men  of 

Skule 

* Society  for  the  Prevention  of 
Cruelty  to  Female  Cheerleaders 

Dear  Box:  We  the  Nurses  of 
UofT  were  extremely  appalled  at 
your  Sept.  18  edition.  In  it  you 
listed  various  characteristics  of 
prominent  groups  on  campus, 


however,  you  failed  to  mention 
the  best  group  on  campus,  the 
nurse.  We  realize  that  we’re  a 
rather  small  group  but  are  the 
backbone  of  this  institute.  We 
thought  that  at  least  the 
engineers  would  be  clever 
enough  to  recognize  our  out- 
standing abilities.  Please  remedy 
this  in  your  next  issue. 

Super  Nurses 

Ed’s  note:  See  P.  11 

Dear  Godiva’s  Box, 

I was  thoroughly  impressed 
with  the  first  issue  of  the  TOIKE. 
The  cover  really  caught  my  eye 
and  the  D.J.’s  ad  on  the  back  was 
also  well  done.  Inside,  I was 
pleased  to  discover  that  most  of 
the  text  was  of  a quality  of 
humour  not  usually  found  in  the 
TOIKE  and  though  the  Joikes 
and  letters  were  not  up  to  scrat- 
ch, the  majority  of  the  feature 
articles  were  topical  and  funny. 
Two  things  that  deserve  out- 
standing mention  are  the  Brown 
Velvet  ad  and  the  essay,  “A  Plea 
for  Police  Brutality.”  This  is 
TOEKING  at  its  best.  It  is  a pity 
that  so  few  engineers  can  ap- 
preciate the  genuine  humour  and 
originality  that  went  into  the 


issue. 

Bob  Moult,  ELF,  in 
Dear  Toike  Staff, 

The  Toike  has  become  a gar- 
bage newpaper!! 

Your  Sept.  18th  issue  bore  hin- 
ts of  the  Cannon  mentality. 

When  I read  a "Dirty  newspaper” 
I don’t  want  to  read  phrases  such 
as  “archives”  or  see  Ombudsman 
ads  or  Canada  Savings  Bonds  ad- 
vertisements. Serious  journalism 
does  not  belong  in  the  Toike  — 
nor  does  Eng  Soc,  SAC 
promoting,  or  Ressa.  We  have 
the  Cannon  for  that. 

Last  year,  Otis  Fudpucker 
submitted  valuable  and  in- 
teresting articles.  Please  con- 
tinue this  trend.  Invite  perverts 
to  submit  articles.  What  are  the 
merits  in  pursuing  a nurse? 
Couldn’t  ads  be  from  a brothel. 
Prostitutes  that  advertise  their 
wares  today  are  investing  in  then- 
future  sales!! 

Moult  has  done  our  Toike  a 
discredit.  Our  publication  dic- 
tates the  path  of  subsequent 
publications.  You’re  going  down 
the  Cannon  trail!  Engineers  are 


beer  guzzlers  who  can  aemoiisn 
40  beers.  We  are  professionally 
trained  people.  Our  language 
and  actions  should  show  this. 
(Nudge,  nudge;  wink,  wink). 
I.M.A.  Wing-Ding 

Dearest  (Tight*  I Hope)  Box, 

Being  the  2nd  most  prominent 
stud  in  Mech  Eng  (after  AD  of 
course)  I resent  the  insinuation 
that  all  Mechaevale  are  disorien- 
ted. 

Now  in  the  tradition  of  the 
peanut-brained  jerk  off  who , 
claimed  it  necessary  to  attack  a 
fellow  engineer,  I feel  (not  yours 
thanks  Bob)  that  retaliation  is 
necessary. 

Is  it  true  that  those  little  2 inch 
deep  aeration  holes  all  over  the 
grass  on  the  front  campus  would 
plenty  tell  us  about  Electricale  if 
they  weren’t  full  of  electrical 
rum. 

ASPOME 

(A  slightly  pissed-off  Mech  Eng) 

P.S.  It  is  not  true  that  he  waxes 
his  sheefand  uses  a curling  iron 
on  the  moustache. 

* No,  I don’t  mean  drunk,  you 
asshole. 
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Here  it  is! 


EXTftA 

STOCK 

% f £ 


E*iK§  d#iK£ 


A premium  quality  brew  commemorating  our  150th  Anniversary. 

Extra  Stock  means  extra  flavour,  extra  smoothness,  extra  taste  satisfaction. 
Mellow  and  smooth  going  down,  its  something  extra,  for  our  friends... from  Labatts. 

AVAILABLE  IN  6. 12. 18  AND  24  BOTTLE  CARTONS  AT  YOUR  BREWER'S  RETAIL.  OR  FAVOURITE  PUB. 


What  do  you  call  an  artsie  with 

up  his 

9 

Pressing  questions  such  as 
these  are  for  many  the  very 
essence  of  life  at  a modern 
megalopolitical  university,  such 
as  the  one  you’ve  been  commit- 
ted to.  By  the  time  you’ve  been 
here  for  a few  weeks,  you'll 
probably  begin  to  feel  the  same 
way  yourself  (honest!)  The 
Health  Service  has  run  out  of 
aspirin  again,  so  what  can  you 
do? 

Unlike  anything  you’ve  ever 
seen  before  (including  the 
previous  issue),  the  TOIKE 
OIKE  (T*ike  *ike)  is  still  gallan- 
tly struggling  to  bring  the  plebian 
hordes  some  sort  of  quick  relief 
from  the  dreary  dullness  of  UofT 
non-death. 

Published  erratically  and 
distributed  across  the  campuses 
in  a similar  manner  every  now 
and  then  (usually  on  Thursday), 
the  TOIKE  plays  a dual  role.  It  is 
the  (publically  exposed!)  official 
organ  of  the  Engineering 
Society,  and  perhaps  more  im- 
portantly, the  official  unofficial 
university  humour  magazine  and 
loony  bin. 

The  TOIKE,  as  you  will  be 
relieved  to  learn  after  being 
assaulted  by  the  Varsity  and  its 
many  imitators,  is  the  only  cam- 
pus "newspaper"  that  does  not 
take  itself  seriously.  In  fact,  the 
TOIKE  is  proud  to  take  nothing 
seriously  in  its  ceaseless  crusade 


against  the  smothering  forces  of 
University  blandness.  Our  chief 
weapon  is  surprise  and  fear... but 
we  have  been  known  on  occasion 
to  resort  to  satire. 

You  will  be  misled  by  some 
fiendish  upperclassbody  to  think 
that  the  TOIKE  caters  ex- 
clusively to  the  “pseudo- 
communal-carnal  cavorting”  of 
engineering  students.  Not  true. 
Any  fool  who  wastes  his  time  sit- 
ting in  the  lobby  of  Sid  Smith 
watching  the  consumption  of 
982‘/j  copies  in  347  seconds  flat 
is  sure  to  wonder  why  most  of  the 
cavorters  left  their  hard  hats  at 
home. 

Admittedly,  the  Vic  students 
hoard  Toikes  because  of  the 
jokes  that  their  mommies  never 
let  them  read  at  home,  and 
those  from  UC  like  it  only 
because  it’s  free — but  many  are 
simply  desperate  for  anything 
different.  A blessed  few  just 
want  to  see  their  material  in 
print. 

That’s  right — we  print 

anything  and  everything,  in- 
cluding artsie  crap  as  well  as  our 
own! 

If  you  think  you’re  up  to 
penetrating  the  flimsy  barrier  of 
The  Engineering  Image,  why  not 
• come  out  to  a makeup?  The  food 
and  beer’s  free,  and  the  editor’s 
lonely.  Failing  that,  you  can 
always  join  the  crowd  and  mail  in 
your  comedy/satire/huraour/ 
ravings  anonymously  under  your 
friend’s  name. 


Something  extra  from  LabattX. 


Women  Take  Over  Toikel! 

Editor  resigns 

Woman  takes  over  os  editor 
Coming  Soon 

COSMOPOLITOIKE 

Make-up  Oct.  19  Comes  out  Oct.  25 

C'mon  ladies,  show  these  sexist  pigs  what 
I women  can  do.  Let’s  make  this  issue  a classic. 


Editor  • Bob  Moult 
Business  Manager  • Avi  Zimmerman 
Photo  Editor  - Jay  Stringer 
Workers  • Jim  Marco  and.  friends 
Wendy  Eng 
Mike  Stevenson 
Eric  Hartwell 


October  11,  1979 


Tlie  TOIKE  OIKE  b piblbhed  every  bow  ud 
Ikeo  in  the  interest  of  the  Engineering  Un- 
dergraduate* by  the  Engineering  Society  of  the 
University  of  Toronto.  Nobody  here  takes  the 
content  of  the  paper  seriondy,  so  please  don’t 
be  offended  by  anything  we  publbh.  The 
editor  b lonely,  so  come  pay  him  a visit  on  the 
third  Boor  of  the  Old  Metro  Library  BaOding, 
or  cal  him,  or  hb  business  manager,  at  978- 
5377. 


Searing  Editorial 
Freedom  of  the  Press? 

I was  surprised  at  the  response  that  I 
received  from  the  ad  which  appeared  in  the 
first  TOIKE.  Saying  that  the  Brown  Velvet 
ad  was  sexist  was  like  saying  that  “All  in  the 
Family”  is  racist.  When  taken  in  context 
with  the  rest  of  the  issue,  it  is  obvious  that 
the  ad  was  meant  as  a satire  on  the  use  of 
sex  to  sell  liquor. 

I am  disappointed  that  the  women  of 
Kaye  Armatage’s  class  did  not  see  the  true 
intent  of  the  ad.  I am  also  disappointed  that 
after  visiting  their  class,  only  one  of  them 
asked  me  for  a date.  I expected  much  more 
from  such  ‘liberated’  women. 


Klu:  O.K.  don't  bite  my  gnai- 
chkose. 

John  Kenny:  Back  for  a sixth. 

I need  the  eggs. 

W:  J.  rates  a nine. 

JVL:  I'm  into  ,rReal  World 
Space"  (argh!)  Thank  God  the 
Toike  lives. 

Grebe:  Who  says  med  studen- 
ts are  boring? 

Roman:  Pretty  much  of  a 
huge!  P.S.  Thanks  for  the  B. 
Day  card! 

"Bruce":  I wish  the  girls  would 
understand  my  fantasy 
Squeeze:  Sumthin  just  ran 
down  me  leg.  hope  it's  sweat. 

Token  Moralist:  I'm  not  here 
this  issue. 

Bill:  5 problem  sets,  1 mid- 
term. lab  13.  and  I wasn't 
really  here!! 

Mooselette:  Hi  Rosette 

Spaghette!  (Scarberia)  Ule? 
Plggle:  Where’s  my  Sweetie? 
Paul  K.T.:  Man  at  slave  auc- 
tion see  hole  thing. 

Steev  R:  That  was  my  clone. 
(Send  in  the  clones). 

Mr.  X:  L may  have  been  here, 
but  I don’t  remember. 

Klark  Kunt:  I'm  just  a 
peaceful  guy  really. 


WtNMR.! 
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Over  an  afternoon  draught  at  D.J.’s  last  week  three 
female  engineers  were  considering  what  kind  of  man 
they’d  prefer  being  shipwrecked  with  on  a desert 
island. 

‘Td  want  a nuclear  physicist  specializing  in  quarks  and 
gluons,”  said  the  electrical. 

“That  would  be  nice,”  said  the  chemical,  "BUT  I’d 
rather  have  the  LGMB  and  a dog  with  no  nose." 
“Really,”  said  the  third,  “Td  settle  for  a good  ob- 
stetrecian. 

^ ® 'ifc 

At  Hydro  Place  they  have  a staggered  lunch  hour, 
everyone  goes  down  to  D.J.’s. 

© !iJ> 

Down  in  D.J.’s  the  other  night  an  engineer  told  an  ar- 
tsman  that  the  pinball  machine  that  he  was  attempting 
to  use  had  a short  circuit.  “Well,”  the  artsman 
screamed,  “YouTe  an  Engineer,  lengthen  it!” 


OIKES 


Fuel  up  with  the  famous 
Fabulous  Food  Coupon! 


TO 

Beef  Buffet 
Bonanza 
only  2,22 


HYDRO  PLACE 

700  University  Avi- 

595-0700 


Present  this  coupon  with  $2.22  for  o complete  roost  beef  dinner 
including  boulangere  potatoes,  salad  and  DJ'S  homemade  bread 
and  butter.  This  coupon  is  valid  after  5 pm  for  dinner  Monday 
through  Friday  only  until  Dec.  31st.  1979.  Licensed  under  LLBO 


SD  EXPANDORAM 

1U  1ltUm*U  S-JOO 


Arkon  has  moved,  at  last,  to  a new, 
larger  downtown  location.  We  have  the 
largest  collection  ot  new  and  surplus 
parts  in  Toronto.  The  surplus  parts 
come  from  TVs,  computers,  radios, 
alarm  systems,  etc.  A 
board  to  every  customer 
INfCOMTfO  CIRCUITS 


The  new  supplies  include  famous  manu 
taciurers  like;  HAMMOND  OK  MA- 
CHINE & TOOL,  ASSOCIATED 
PRODUCTS.  CONTINENTAL  SPE 
CIALTIES,  NATIONAL  SEMICON 
DUCTOR,  FAIRCHILD.  MOTOROLA. 
SD  SYSTEMS,  RAMSEY  ELECTRON- 
ICS. ETC.  ETC. 


Disk  Drives 


CHARGEX  ft  MASTERCHARGE 


fhe  equipment  includes  SPEAKERS. 
CABINETS.  CROSSOVERS.  VAN 
SPEAKERS.  TRANSMITTERS.  SHORT 
WAVE  RECEIVERS,  TELEPHONES. 
COMPUTER  POWER  SUPPLIES. 
S-100  MEMORY  BOARDS.  CPU  s 
ELECTRONIC  KITS.  ETC. 
SOCKETS-LO  PROFILE 
REGULATORS 

Our  book  stock  includes  BYTE.  KILO- 
BAUD, INTERFACE  AGE.  SAMs, 
TAB.  ARRL,  ELEKTOR,  hundreds  of 
titles  in  all 
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Restaurant 

LOOK  WHAT  THEY  SAID  ABOUT  US! 

(Reprinted  from  the  March  29.  1979  issue  of  the  TOIKE.) 

“NEW  HOPE. ON  DEATH  ROW! 

Bloor  St.  (GUPI-  Special)  Relief  has  finally  come 
for  the  long  suffering  students  of  UofT  . The  short 
section  on  Bloor  long  known  as  “Death  Row" 
because  of  its  proliferation  of  junk  food 
establishments  now  offers  a genuine  alternative  to 
those  students  who  prefer  real  food  when  they  eat. 

Newly  opened  Rudy’s outdoor  terrace two 

spacious  floors licensed Bake  Shop,  Deli, 

Open  Kitchen moderate  prices ” 

You  heard  it  from  the  experts,  so  come  on  in  and 
try  us!  You  have  nothing  to  lose  but  indigestion. 

232  Bloor  St.  West 

Located  across  from  Varsity  Stadium.  The 
™I3,0ry  °f  Music  and  iusl  “round  the  comer  from 


Clark's  New  Energy  Plan 


Accidently,  almost  in  spite  of 
themselves,  government  em- 
ployees have  compiled  a set  of 
books  on  the  subject  of  coping 
with  energy  abuse.  Ministers 
without  portfolio  have  en- 
deavoured to  illustrate  the  evils 
of  excessive  waste.  While  these 
books  are  scheduled  to  appear 
next  month,  TOIKE  was  unfor- 
tunate enough  to  get  hold  of  the 
manuscripts,  in  order  to  preview 
them  for  our  readers,  cretinous 
though  they  may  be.  The 
following  is  as  near  a mono- 
syllabic excerpt  of  the  books  as 
we  could  manage. 

Turn  down  your  Thermostat  : 

If  you  lower  the  thermostat  some 
five  inches  from  the  floor,  this 
will  result  in  a very  inconvenient 
method  of  changing  house  tem- 
peratures regularly.  Better  still, 
rip  the  thermostat  off  the  wall, 
and  flatten  it  with  a hammer. 
This  can  result  in  a savings  of 
100%  ON  YOUR  FUEL  BILL. 
Imagine  the  oil  company’s  sur- 
prise when  the  postage  on  their 
bill  costs  more  than  the  oil  they 
sold  you. 

Eat  Garbage:  Cut  down  on  your 
food  bill  by  eating  the  refuse 
from  your  neighbour’s  garbage 
can.  Quite  often,  those  haughty, 
stuck-up  bourgeois  energy 
wasters  throw  out  better  food 
than  most  restaurants  serve. 
(Especially  MacDonald's)  While 


you  may  find  yourself 
deadlocked  in  territorial  disputes 
with  the  neighbourhood  dogs, 
you  can  stake  your  claim  by 
peeing  on  the  garbage  cans  (or 
the  dogs.  This  upsets  them  very 
much.) 

Don't  Bathe:  The  criminal 
waste  of  hot  water  is  appalling. 
People  nowadays  strive  to  wash 
away  natural  body  odours  in  an 
effort  to  replace  them  with  nam- 
by-pamby fragrances.  Don’t  be 
afraid  to  smell  like  a MAN.  You 
were  meant  to  sweat,  your  bodily 
secretions  piling  up  in  all  sorts  of 
nasty  areas,  collecting  and 
caking  up  until  they  break  down 
and  start  to  fester.  Dare  to  sweat. 
Dare  to  remain  friendless. 

Stop  Living:  Why  not  die?  Jesus 
did!  Your  living  is  an  awful  strain 
on  the  meagre  resources  the  rest 
of  us  are  forced  to  share.  Dead 
men  waste  no  fuel.  C’mon,  be  a 
sport.  Kick  off,  and  make  things 
easier  on  old  mother  earth.  You 
owe  her. 

Burn  your  dead:  What’s  the 
point  in  digging  some  shoddy 
grave  to  plant  your  mother-in- 
law  in,  when  space  is  at  such  a 
premium  nowadays?  Dammit, 
man,  you’re  awful  selfish.  Why 
not  let  those  relatives  pile  up  for 
a while,  and  then  chuck  a couple 
of  ’em  in  the  fireplace  during  the 
long  winters  you’ve  made  for 
yourself  by  foolishly  ruining  your 


thermostat? 

Hunt  your  Furnace:  For  those 
of  you  who  are  gutless  examples 
of  today’s  liberated  male,  you 
can  still  save  our  precious 
natural  resources.  Find  a gun, 
and  hide  quietly  downstairs. 
Don’t  do  this  in  the  summer,  or 
you’ll  have  a long  wait.  The  next 
time  that  greedy,  ravenous  oil- 
guzzling  PIG  of  a furnace  sparks 
to  life,  let  *im  have  it  with  both 
barrels  of  your  shotgun,  right  in 
his  metallic  GUTS.  Fell  the 
heady  gush  of  cold  kerosene  in 
your  face!  It’s  only  a bloody  fur- 
nace. 

Chew  Plutonium:  If  it’s  good 
enough  for  Pickering,  it’s  cer- 
tainly good  enough  for  the  likes 
of  you.  If  a few  grams  can  boil 
water  over  in  Scarborough  way, 
imagine  what  a kilogram  can  do 
for  you!  Solve  the  lighting 
problem  at  home,  as  you  glow  in 
the  dark  and  rearrange  your 
DNA.  This  has  the  added  benefit 
Use  Recycled  Paper:  This  ob- 
viates the  need  for  us  to  use  it. 
While  it  may  be  fine  for  people 
like  you  to  write  on  what  may 
once  have  been  toilet  paper  or 
someone’s  disposable  diapers, 
the  thought  is  utterly  revolting  to 
us.  Since  there  are  many  more  of 
you  than  of  us  government 
people,  we  are  free  to  use  only 
the  finest  quality  paper  without 
endangering  precious  forests. 


SMOKING  STUNTS 
YOUR  GROWTH 


ARKON  ELECTRONICS 


409  Queen  St  W.  (near  Spadina)  868-1315 


Conclusion  of  Stuporman! 


The  story  of  Stuporman  is  like 
no  other.  And  it  all  began  those 
many  years  ago  on  the  fabled 
planet  Krypton. 

Krypto-scientist  Jerk-ov, 
despised,  loathed  and  hated  by 
everything  capable  of 
producing  heat  (and  a national 
hero)  failed  to  predict  the  demise 
of  his  own  planet.  In  spite  of  his 
efforts,  his  only  sun  Fuk-ov  still 
managed  to  escape  the  fate  that 
befell  millions  of  his  fellow  Kryp- 
tonians.  He  was  blasted  into 
outer  space  from  his  living  room 
aboard  a computerized  ship,  his 
destination  being  the  planet  Ear- 
th. Along  the  way,  Fuk-ov  filled 
every  available  orifice  in  the 
computer  with  seminferous 
ejaculate,  responding  to  its 
valiant  tutorial  efforts  with  a 
quart  each  shot. 

Finally  captured  by  the  earth’s 
gravitational  field,  the  ship 
crashed  in  the  front  yard  of  the 
kindly  Kunt  homestead  on  the 
outskirts  of  Swillville. 

Here,  Fuk-ov,  Kryptonina 
refugee  and  interstellar  boat  per- 
son, was  cultured  by  a strange 
man  and  his  allegedly  deceased, 
though  definitely  decomposing 
wife,  whom  he  kept  un- 
derground. Fuk-ov  was  renamed 
Klit  Kunt,  and  went  on  to 
terrorize  the  little  hamlet  of 
Swillville,  where  he  lived  for 
several  years  before  finally  get- 
ting really  pissed  off  with  the 
fucking  place  and  farting  it  off 
the  planet. 

Somehow  or  other,  he  ac- 
cidentally ended  up  in- 
Metropolis,  where  he  hired  him- 
self as  a reporter  for  the  Daily 
Planetoike.  He  was  he  proud 
owner  of  a rather  bad  temper, 
which  manifested  itself  s 
frequent  episodes  of  baby  bar- 
becuing with  heat  vision.  He  also 
met  Lurid  Loins,  Grand  Canyon 
of  Metropolis,  Planetoike  repor- 
ter, whose  singular  goal  in  life 
was  to  amass  500  megalitres  of 
sperm. 

Through  a brutal  series  of 
misadventures,  the  love  affair 
between  them  grew  more 
gruesome,  culminating  in  a final 
burst  of  orgasmic  glory  when 
Stuporman  blasted  Lurid’s  body 
into  the  Earth’s  crust  with  un- 
paralleled fury,  love  and  affec- 
tion. 

But  things  were  not  all  rosy  for 
the  man  of  steel.  He  was  taunted 
mercilessly  by  Lech  Lummox, 
evil  scientist,  whose  uniquely 
original  dream  of  world 
domination  led  him  to  develop  a 
caustic  wit  and  razor-sharp 
tongue  for  sarcastic  name- 
calling. 

Though  Lech  threatened  to 
destroy  the  very  world  with  two 
thermonuclear  devices,  Stupor- 
man began  a desperate  search 
for  this  man  whose  insults  had 
raised  his  ire.  It  was  at  this  un- 
believaby  suspenseful  moment 
last  year  that  the  Toike  suddenly 
lost  all  editorial  direction,  and 
floundered  aimlessly  in  a morass 
of  managerial  incompetence. 

Hence,  we  are  now  forced  to 
present  the  final  installment  of 
the  Adventures  of  Stuporman. 

During  his  search  for  the  evil 
scientist  Lech  Lummox,  Stupor- 
man flew  over  southern  Califor- 
nia and  spotted  a tower  diving 
competition  in  progress.  Oppor- 
tunist that  he  was,  he  used  his 
heat  vision  to  vapourize  the 
crowd  and  boil  off  all  the  water 
as  one  contestant  was  halfway 
thorugh  an  inward  two-and-a- 
half  somersault  in  the  piked 


position.  The  gut-wrenching  im- 
pact of  human  on  concrete  sent 
Stuporman  gleefully  on  his  way. 

Reaching  his  adversary’s  lair, 
he  crashed  through  the  roof  of 
the  building  and  pancaked  an  en- 
tire Sunday  School  class  with 
ceiling  wreckage.  Incredibly 
pleased  with  himself,  he  smiled 
when  he  spotted  a menacing 
silhouette  in  a dark  comer.  In- 
stantly recognizing  the  wheel- 
chair ridden  figure  as  his  enemy, 
he  brutally  dismembered  each 
portion  of  his  body,  savagely 
hacked  away  each  facial  feature, 
and  meticulously  soiled  the  en- 
tire steaming  carcass  with  a 
torrential  onslaught  of  super 
powered  urine. 

“Oh  my  God!  You’ve  killed 
Timmy,  our  poster  boy!” 
shrieked  Jerry  Lewis  as  millions 
of  horrified  viewers  watched  the 
Muscular  Dystrophy  Telethon. 

Totally  unconcerned,  Stupor- 
man punched  a hole  through 
Jerry  Lewis  and  found  himself 
outside.  There,  next  door  to  the 
studio,  his  discerning  eye  had 
difficulty  locating  the  entrance 
to  Lummox’s  lair,  as  he  was 
almost  blinded  by  the  intense 
pulsations  of  a neon  sign  with 
“Lech  Lummox’s  Lair’’  written 
on  it. 

Stumbling  aimlessly  through 
the  sign,  Stuporman  came  upon 
yet  another  figure  cowering  in 
the  shadows.  "Now  I’ve  got  you, 
Lummox!”  Stuporman  growled, 
crumpling  him  into  a little  ball, 
stuffing  him  up  his  ass  and  farting 
him  to  a distant,  real  far  away 
place. 

Finally,  Lech  Lummox  walked 
into  the  room.  “Hi,  I’m  Lech 
Lummox.” 

“Like  hell  you  are,"  Stupor- 
man snarled,  mindful  of  his  shitty 
track  record. 

“I  am  so,”  Lech  countered  wit- 
tily “By  the  way... why  are  you 
here?”  he  asked.  Stuporman 
looked  perplexed. 

“Could  you  repeat  the 
question,  please?” 

“Why  are  you  here?”  Lummox 
repeated. 

“Twenty  after  four,”  Stupor- 
man replied. 

"No,  why  are  you  HERE?” 
Lech  asked  angrily. 

“Where?” 

“HERE!!” 

“Oh,  here,... I see.” 

“ Well?” 

“Well,  what?” 

“Don’t  you  realize  that  in  two 
seconds,  my  two  intercontinental 
ballistic  missiles  are  going  to 
detonate  above  New  York  and 
Gravenhurst?” 

“Two... one... zero.  All  gone.” 

“You  arsehole!!  This  very  in- 
stant, 10  million  and  53  people 
have  just  been  annihilated!” 

Bored  beyond  words,  Stupor- 
man turned  and  defecated  on  the 
spot.  The  super  costume  sagged 
embarrassingly  around  his 
ankles. 

"Hey,... let  me  help  you  out  of 
that  outfit,”  Lech  said  seduc- 
tively. Suddenly  aware  of  the 
monumental  lack  of  love  and  af- 
fection that  hallmarked  his  entire 
life,  Stuporman  collapsed  sob- 
bing into  Lech’s  arms.  Electrified 
by  the  yearning  touch  of 
Stuporman’s  tender  hands. 
Lech  was  swept  up  in  a dizzying 
maelstrom  of  primitive  emotion, 
they  began  clutching  and  pawing 
each  other  with  reckless  aban- 
don, throwing  all  caution  to  the 
winds.  Fearing  no  retribution, 
they  unashamedly  violated  each 
other  raw,  thrashing  and  twisting 


around  on  the  blood-stained 
floor.  As  their  animalistic 
lovemaking  reached  a climax, 
the  recently  reconstituted  Lurid 
Loins  came  upon  the  sordid 
scene. 


“Holy  Sodom  and  Gomorrah,” 
she  uttered,  nauseated  by  the 
hideous  slurping  sounds  of  the 
mutual  abuse  unfolding  before 


second  time. 

Stuporman  was  puzzled. 
"Lurid  must  not  die?”  he  won- 
dered. He  racked  his  brain  for  a 
solution  to  his  predicament. 

Suddenly,  he  took  off  at  the 
speed  of  light.  Back,  back  into 
time  he  went.  Watching  the  days 
unfold,  he  sought  that  fateful 
moment.  Not  finding  it,  he  went 
backer  and  backer. 

Hacking  and  choking  in  a 
methane  atmosphere,  he  was 
almost  certain  that  he’d  gone  the 
backest  he  could.  Collecting  his 
thoughts,  which  took  almost  no 
time  at  all,  he  was  suddently 
stamped  into  the  dirt  by  the  pile- 
driving wallop  of  a dinosaur’s 
foot.  Groggily  stirring  from  the 
bottom  of  a six  foot  deep  foot- 
print, his  upward  glance  was 
rewarded  with  the  sight  of  a thir- 
ty thousand  pound  dinosaur  turd 
hurtling  towards  him.  The  gut- 
wrenching  impact  of  shit  on 
alient  sent  the  Tyrannosaurus 
gleefully  on  its  way. 


Entering  the  nursery,  he  rip- 
ped a pediatrician  right  out  of  his 
whites  and  threw  him  out  the 
window.  Finding  the  proper 
room  by  a literal  process  of 
elimination,  he  came  upon  Little 
Lurid’s  parents,  who  were  chat- 
tering excitedly  over  the  birth  of 
their  new  daughter. 

"Hi,  I’m  a kid  doctor,” 
Stuporman  said,  cleverly  main- 
taining his  disguise,  "And  I’m 
here  to  see  your  daughter.”  And 
there  she  lay,  seductively  wrap- 
ped in  her  silken  blankets,  her 
day  old  skin  glistening  softly  un- 
der the  glow  of  the  incubator 
lights,  her  silver-nitrate  stained 
eyes  ill-concealing  her  yearning 
loneliness. 

Slurp,  slobber,  smack,” 
Stuporman  said,  eyeing  the 
young  Lurid. 

“That’s  my  daughter,  you 
monster,”  Mrs.  Loins  protested, 
backhanding  her  in  the  face, 
Stuporman  became  a slave  to  his 
desires. 


tually  thought  of  something.  super-kick  right  to  the  reptile's  questioningly.  He  faltered  for  a 
“Turn  on  the  radio  so  we  can  nuts.  moment;  shuddering  visibly  as  he 

see  if  Lech’s  missiles  really  did  do  “Eek!”  screamed  the  dinosaur  summoned  his  courage.  Then  he 

their  damage,  Stuporman.”  as  it  crumpled  to  the  ground  on  gritted  his  teeth,  and  the 

Struggling  for  some  ten  top  of  Stuporman.  Angrier  than  knuckles  whitened  on  his  hands 

minutes  with  the  radio,  Stupor-  ever,  he  drew  back  and  lam-  as  he  took  aim  on  her  fragile  lit- 

man  became  so  frustrated  with  basted  the  creature  s face  so  tie  head. 

his  inability  to  find  the  On-switch  savagely  that  its  teeth  blew  out  of  He  snapped  his  fist  down  with 
that  he  hammered  the  radio  its  ass  like  machine  gun  fire.  lightning  speed.  The  entire 
brutally  into  Lurid’s  face.  Stuporman  pounded  the  hospital  reverberated  from  the 

“You  do  it,”  Stuporman  remains  into  the  hamburger  tremendous  impact.  And  there  in 
snarled.  At  that  moment,  the  before  taking  off  once  more  into  the  nursery  stood  Stupor- 
radio  sparked  life.  time.  man. ..motionless. ..fist  imbed- 

“The  Hub  of  Western  Going  forwarder  into  time,  he  ded  deeply  in  his  own  skull. 
Civilization  is  no  more.  Some  landed  right  at  the  hospital  He  was  such  an  asshole, 

loved  it,  some  hated  it,  but  all  where  Lurid  was  born  many 


respected  it,"  blared  the  loud- 
speaker. “The  people  were  a 
surly  lot... loved  by  none,  loving 
none,  begotten... not  made.  This 
shining  star,  this  cultural  oasis, 
this  Gravenhurst... is  no  more. 
Oh  yes,  and  New  York  was  also 
destroyed.” 

“Fuck  off,  radio,"  Stuporman 
growled,  angrily  ripping  off  stac- 
cato blasts  with  his  fists  against 
Lurid’s  radio-face.  When  the 
smoke  cleared,  it  was  apparent 
that  she  was  near  death  for  yet  a 


years  before. 


The  End. 


This  Business 
of  Life 

By  J.  Jeffrey  Case 


This  Weeks  Thought 


nalaco 

m 


"The  reward  for  being  a good 
problem  solver  is  to  be  heaped 
with  more  and  more  difficult 
problems  to  solve!” 
Buckminister  Fuller 


Advising  Young  Professionals 
With  Money  Management 
By  Design 


NORTH  AMERICAN  LIFE  ASSURANCE  COMPANY 

1200  EOLINTON  AVENUE  EAST.  SUITE  SOI.  DON  MILLS,  ONT.  M3C  IMS 
BUS.  447-S12I 


Because  of  our  growing  inter- 
national reputation,  the 
producers  of  the  upeumming 
Star  Trek  movie  have  asked 
the  Toike  to  write  the  script. 
This  is  the  result... 

The  movie  opens  with  stan- 
dard shot  of  a starship  flying 
by  as  William  (Loblaws) 
Shatner’s  calm  voice  ritually 
intones;  “Space  the  final  fron- 
tier. These  are  the  voyages  of 
the  starship  In-Her-Thighs.  It’s 
five  year  mission,”  he  con- 
tinues, his  voice  rising  with  ex- 
citement, “to  explore  strange 
■ ew  girls,  to  make  out  with 
new  wives  in  nude 
civilizations,”  here  Shatner’s 
voice  rises  to  a feverish 
shreik,”  to  boldly  cum  as  no 
man  has  cum  before!”  The 
scene  opens  with  the  ship  cir- 
cling some  planet. 

Captain's  Log  Stardate  47- 
24-36.  Mr.  Schlock,  Eng  Sci 
Jack-off  and  Stoner  Sumu  and  I 
are  in  the  reefing  room 
discussing  the  orgasmic  piece 
treaty. 

Jack-off: 

"How  are  artsies  like  toilet 
paper?" 

Jerk: 

“We’ve  no  time  for  pathetic 
joikes.  Now  what  does  the  piece 
treaty  say  about  the  planet  In- 
nis?” 

Schlock: 

“It  clearly  states  that  control 
of  the  planet  goes  to  whoever 
can  impregnate  the  nurses  there 
first.” 

Jerk: 

"Great,  the  artsies  are  im- 
potent and  don’t  even  know 
where  Innis  is.  What’s  the  sensor 
readout  Mr.  Jack-off?” 

Jock-off: 

“Sir,  censors  indicate  that  this 
movie  will  never  get  a G.P. 
rating." 

Jerk: 

“What’s  your  readout  Mr. 
Schlock?” 

Schlock: 

“The  planet  Innis  is  rated  X 
captain,  populated  entirely  by 
young  female  nurses,  with  long 
blond  hair,  baby  blue  eyes,  and 
figures  that  could  arouse  even  an 
artsie. 

Jerk: 

“Say  no  more  Schlock,  I think 
we’re  hard  enough,  I mean  I 
think  we’ve  heard  enough,  Mr. 
Sumu,  how  quickly  can  we  get  to 
Innis." 

Sumu: 

“Hey  man  hang  loose,  it  all 
depends  on  how  high  you’re 
flying.” 

Jerk: 

“You’ve  been  into  the  Martian 
green  again.  Confine  yourself  to 
quarters.”  (As  Sumu  goes. 
Jack-off  brings  Jerk  some 
soup). 

Jork: 

What’s  this  bug  doing  in  my 
soup?" 

Jdck-off: 

(unable  to  resist)  “I  think  ;!•, 
the  Russian  crawl  sir." 

Jork:  “Jack-off,  you  token 
Russian  Extra,  you're  banned 
from  the  script  until  your  joikes 
improve.  Mr.  Schlock,  this  bug 
is  an  electronic  listening  device 

Mr  - . 


designed  to  transmit  the  co- 
ordinates of  the  planet  Innis  to 
the  artsies. 

Schlock:  “We’d  better  get  to 
Innis  fast,  I can  hardly  hold  back 
any  further,  I need  the  warmth  of 
a nurse  beneath  me,  I need  to 
feel  the  surge  of  that  green  cum 
forcing  its  way  through  my 
forked  penis.” 

Jerk:  “Schlock,  are  you 
alright?” 

Schlock:  “Yes,  Tm  fine  now. 
That  was  just  pent  up  desires 
releasing  themselves.  I’ve 
calculated  that  we’ll  have  to 
travel  at  warp  nine  to  get  to  Innis 
on  time.  Has  Engineer  Snot 
finished  inspecting  for  faulty 
pylon  mountings.” 

Jerk:  “Yes  he  has.  (switches 
on  intercum)  Snotty,  Schlock 
will  lay  in  the  co-ordinates. 
Prepare  to  go  to  warp  nine.” 

Snot:  “Captain,  I can’t,  the 
engines  won’t  start,  someone 
hasn’t  got  their  seat-belt  done 
up." 

Jerk:  “Bypass  those  circuits, 
I’ll  be  in  the  bridge." 

Jerk  rushes  from  the  room, 
knocking  over  a security  guard 
who  immediately  dies  as  a 
result  of  the  injury- 
Jerk:  (Takes  out  a notepad 
and  makes  a mark).  “Damn! 
That’s  three  this  week.  We’re 
going  to  have  to  stop  at  a 
spacestation  soon  and  pick  up 
some  more  security  guards.  We 
only  have  enough  for  two  more 
shows.” 

Scene  changes  as  Jerk  ap- 
pears on  the  bridge. 

Schlock:  “Captain,  we’re 
picking  up  a magnetic  anomaly.” 
Jork:  “Analysis  Mr.  Schlock.” 
Schlock:  "Facinating,  it  ap- 
pears to  be  a monolith."  (from 
out  of  nowhere  comes,  “Thus 
spoke  Zarathusta.” 

Jerk:  "Where’s  that  music 
coming  from?” 

Schlock:  “Captain,  its 

changing  form.  Its  changing  into 
a...  a...  a menhir!" 

Jork:  “Ignore  it.  It  can't  be  of 
any  significance.” 

Schlock:  "Captain,  we’re 
being  followed,  by  the  enemy." 
Jork:  “Ignore  it.  It  can’t  be  of 


any  significance." 

Schlock:  “Captain,  we’re 
being  followed,  by  the  enema.” 

Jerk:  "The  artsies?” 

Schlock:  “No,  worse,  a rag  tag 
fugitive  fleet  headed  by  a Com- 
mander Adama.” 

Jerk:  "The  competition?  Blast 
them  out  of  the  skies.  Lieutenant 
Uwhore,  raise  the  TOIKE  office. 
UWHORE:(resisting  the  ob- 
vious joike)  “Got  the  editor, 
sir.” 

Jerk:  “Hey  listen  Bob,  I’ve  got 
a problem.” 

TOIKE  Editor:  “Sure  Jerk,  I 
have  twenty  feminists  after  my 
body  and  you’ve  got  problems? 
What  can  I do  for  you? 

Jerk:  I need  a plot. . . 

Editor:  Why,  are  you  dead? 

Jerk:  Not  me  you  asshole,  I 
mean  a story  plot. 

Editor:  What’s  wrong  with  the 
one  you’ve  got?? 

Jerk:  It’s  pretty  weak,  I think 
I need  a new  twist. 

Editor:  How  about  a pepper- 
mint twist. 

Jerk:  Please,  no  more  bad 
puns. 

Editor:  Sorry  about  that.  I’ll 
look  in  the  files  and  see  what  I 
can  send  up.  You  might  have  to 
settle  for  an  old  Lost  in  Space 
episode  but  Til  see  what  I can  do. 

Jerk:  Thanks.  Much  ap- 
preciated. Jerk  off. 

(intercom  squeals) 

Snot:  Snot  here  captain... 

Jerk:  Who’s  not  there? 

Snot:  I said  Snot  here  captain, 
25  furry  objects  just  appeared  in 
Engineering. 

Jerk:  They’re  probably  just 
the  Eng  Sci  frosh. 

Snot:  no,  these  things  are  even 
stranger. 

Jerk:  Okay  Schlock  and  I will  be 
right  down  (aside:  Thanks  Bob). 
Jerk  leaps  from  his  throne  and 
crashes  into  a sticky  elevator 
door.  Cursing,  he  and  Schlock 
are  forced  to  take  the  stairs. 
The  scene  cuts  to  engineering 
where  Jerk  and  Schlock  enter 
panting. 

Jerk:  What  are  they??  Schlock. 
Schlock:  They’re  a rare  type  of 
maladjusted  species  devoted  to 
masochistic  pursuits  as  an  escape 


rrom  society. 


Jerk:  No,  not  the  Eng  Sci  frosh  I 
mean  those  other  strange  objec- 
ts. 

Schlock:  Oh,  sorry  captain. 
They  look  like  a form  of  Trib- 
blesucker  cockus.  Invented  by 
engineers  in  the  1990’s  during  the 
genetic  wars.  They  are  a cross 
between  beavers  and  pussies 
commonly  called  tribbles. 

Jerk:  Are  they  harmful? 

Schlock:  Perfectly  harmless. 
Jerk:  Pretty  boring  plot  twist. 
From  out  of  nowhere  comes  a 
sadistic  laugh...  The  intercom 
squeals  again. 

Coy:  Jim,  this  is  Boner.  I’ve  got 
some  good  news  and  some  bad 
news.  The  good  news  is  that 
we’ve  got  a new  plot  twist.  The 
bad  news  is  that  I dropped  a load 
of  concentrated  laxative  into  the 
food  processors.  Did  you  drink 
any  of  the  soup? 

Jerk:  Oh  shit.  We’ll  hold  an 
emergency  conference  in  the 
turboflush. 

Coy:  One  problem.  Have  you 
ever  noticed  that  you  never  see  a 
washroom  on  this  ship?  Must 
have  been  designed  by  an  In- 
dustrial. 

Jerk:  Well  there  is  one  on  deck 
11,1  think,  sounds  of  stampede 
in  background... 

Jerk  arrives  at  the  lone 
washroom  and,  vapourizing 
the  50  people  lined  up  in  front 
of  him,  walks  right  in.  Five 
minutes  later  he  exits  with  a 
relieved  look  on  his  face  and  a 
tribble  on  his  cock! 

Jerk:  (amidst  laughter)  Would 
you  mind  telling  me  just  why  this 
tribble  is  on  my  penis. 

Crewman:  Well  sir,  it  isn’t  hard, 
(more  laughter).  At  this  point 
Jerk  emptied  his  phasor  into 
the  insubordinate  crewman. 
Jerk:  Damn.  That’s  another  one 
(out  comes  the  notebook) 
Schlock,  I thought  you  said  that 
these  tribbles  were  harmless. 

Schlock:  They  are...  to  artsies 
and  Vulcans.  You  see  tribbles 
subsist  on  semen  obtained  by 
fellating  their  hosts  to  orgasm 
(THE  CREW  QUICKLY 
SNEAKS  INTO  THE 
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O CREATED  BY 
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WASHROOM)  Thus,  artsies 
are  immune  to  tribbles  by  virtue 
of  their  mass  impotence  and 
tribbles  can’t  stand  Vulcans’ 
green  cum. 

Jerk:  I’ve  always  wondered  why 
is  it  that  Vulcans  have  green  cum 
icum  and  orange  piss. 

Schlock:  So  they  can  tell  if 
they’re  coming  or  going. 

Jerk:  Logical,  perfectly  logical. 
Hey!  I can’t  get  off,  I mean  I 
can’t  get  it  off. 

Schlock:  Removal  of  tribbles 
can  only  be  accomplished  upon 
completion  of  orgasm 
whereupon  they  remove  them- 
selves from  the  penis  to  divide  in 
two. 

Jerk:  (breathing  heavily)  Is 
there  no  other  way  to  remove 
them?  Aaaaaahhhhhh. 

Jerk’s  tribble  falls  to  the  floor 
where  it  rapidly  splits  in  two... 
Immediately  one  of  the  tribbles 
returns  to  Jerk’s  weary  cock. 
The  crew  sheepishly  parades 
from  the  washroom  each  with 
a similar  look  on  their  faces 
and  a tribble  on  their  cocks. 
Schlock:  I suggest  you’d  better 
get  going  because  the  artsies, 
who  probably  sent  us  these  trib- 
bles to  deplete  our  strength,  will 
eventually  impregnate  the  nurses 
on  Innis  probably  by  artificial  in- 
semination. I also  suggest  that 
you  order  the  crew  to  avoid  trib- 
bles at  all  costs. 

Jerk:  So  we'll  starve  the  tribbles 
to  death.  I order  you  men,  oh, 
not  to,  aah,  ejaculate, 
aaaaaaahhhhh. 

Jerk’s  tribble  falls  off  as  do 
some  other  mens’  and  the 
growing  tribble  population 
scurry  back  onto  the  men’s 
cocks. 

Captain’s  log  stardate  groan... 
Despite  my  orders  every 
crewman  has  ejaculated  at  least 
five  times  in  the  last  hour.  The 
security  guards  are  dying  off  at 
an  alarming  rate  due  to 
exhaustion.  Dr.  Coy  is  quite  up- 
set over  the  lack  of  business  in 
prick-bay.  His  main  madam, 
Nurse  Sistine  Chapell  and  the 
nurses  haven’t  had  a house  call 
since  the  tribbles  arrived.  An  ar- 
tsie  starshit  was  detected  and 
we’re  following  them  to  Innis. 


Uwhore:  Captain,  we’re 

receiving  a distress  call  from  the 
SAC  space  station.  They  want 
help  with  some  campaign. . . 

Jerk:  Schlock,  where  is  the  SAC 
station?? 

Schlock:  The  inhabitants  or  SAC 
hacks  as  they  are  known  believe 
that  they  are  at  the  centre  of  the 
universe  and  that  everything 
revolves  around  them.  The  truth 
however  is  that  they  exist  on  the 
fringe  of  the  universe  and  have 
little  effect  on  neighbouring 
bodies. 

Jork:  Very  well  then,  we’ll 
ignore  their  silliness...  We  won’t 
waste  our  time. 

Schlock  hunches  over  his  per- 
sonal viewscreen. 

Schlock:  Yeah!  (wolf  whistle) 
Go  for  it  (heavy  breathing). 
Jork:  Christ...  All  those 

repressed  sex  urges  have  come  to 
the  surface  again.  He  must  be 
watching  one  of  those  porno 
flicks  of  his;  Deep  ear. 

The  intercom  whistles. 

Coy:  Jim,  all  Tve  come  up;  with 
is  a substance  which  increases 
the  average  size  of  a tribble  litter 
but  I can’t  see  how  that  would 
help. 

Jerk:  Boner,  you  may  have  just 
save  my  career.  With  all  that  ex- 
tra time  we  have  when  they’re 
reproducing,  we  can  beam;  the 
tribbles  over  to  the  artsie  shit,  I 
mean  ship.  Though  they’ll  even- 
tually starve,  it  should  give  us 
time  to  regain  our  strength.  Mr. 
Schlock,  are  you  recovered  yet?? 
Schlock:  Yes  sir. 

Jerk:  Very  good  then  how  much 
time  do  we  have  before  we're  in 
range  to  beam  the  tribbles  over 
to  the  artsie  shit? 

Schlock:  One  minute  and  39.87 
seconds,  one  minute  and  36.42 
seconds,  one  minute  and... 

Jerk:  Shut  up  Schlock 
Schlock:  Captain!  I can  hardly 
believe  my  ears. 

Jerk:  Schlock  I can’t  believe 
your  ears  either,  (now  switching 
on  intercom)  All  hands,  this  is 
the  captain.  Report  to  the  tran- 
sporter room  on.  the  double,  and 
there  will  be  no  excuses  not 
cumming.  Jerk  off  (switches  off 
intercom  registering  intense 
regret) 


Soon  the  transporter  room  is  of  our.  aaaaaahhhhhh,  lives?? 
full  of  crewmen  with  tribbles  Coy:  I'm  afraid  so  Jim,  the  effect 
on  then- cocks.  of  the  chemical  is  permanent. 

Schlock:  Captain,  calculations  Captain's  log.  Stardate  771- 
mchcate  that  there  will  be  only  a 654-141.  My  first  unsuccessful 
brief  five  second  interval  bet-  mission  has  left  me  despon- 
ween  when  we're  in  range  to  dent...  Now  I must  report  mv 
beam  over  tribbles  and  they're  in  failure  to  Starfleet  Command 
range  to  beam  down  to  the  Uwhore:  I’m  sorry  sir,  Bell 
P*anet-  telecommunications  is  on  a work 

. . „ , to  rule  campain  in  this  quadrant. 

Jerk:  Well,  that  s more  than  YOU’LL  HAVE  TO  DO  IT 
enough  time  if  we  hurry.  Boner,  YOURSELF 
inject  my  tribble  first.  Jerk:  This  just  isn't  my  day.  (he 

Coy:  But  Jim,  it  snot  the  tribbles  flicks  a few  switches  on  the 
hat  1 inject  its  you  and  only  in  communication  console), 
the  teshcles  at  that.  Voice:  What  number  were  you 

Jerk:  In  that  case,  you  can  have  calling  please, 
the  honour  of  the  first  injection.  Jerk:  Comodore  Pecker  Star- 
Time  factor  Mr.  Schlock?  fleet  Command. 

Schlock:  12.8  seconds.  Voice:  I’m  sorry  sir  that’s  long 

(Coy  injects  himself)  distance.  That’ll  be  three  credits 

,Yi  °“ch!  for  the  first  two  minutes,  and  a 

Jerk:  Cum,  cum  now  Boner  credit  for  each  additional 
(more  regret). Coy:  (trying  to  minute. Kirk  gives  the  money  to 
ejaculate)  But  Jim,  I’ve  got  to  Uwhore  who  stuffs  it  is  her  bra. 
have  thirty-five  seconds  at  least.  Jerk:  Commodore  Pecker, 
Jerk:  You  re  beating  around  the  about  the  Innis  planet  affair... 
bush  Boner  (even  more  regret)  Pecker:  Oh  yes. 

Coy:  But  I’m  cumming  as  fast  as  congratulations  Jim!  I under- 
cui"'  stand  the  Federation  High  Com- 

Schlock:  Dr.  Coy,  we  are  now  in  misioner  is  going  to  decorate  you 
range  to  beam  over  tribbles.  personally  for  chasing  the  artsies 
Please  ejaculate.  You  have  five  all  the  way  down  to  Uranus.  But 
seconds.  how  did  you  ever  get  them  tQ 

Coy:  (frantic)  I know  how  much  beam  down?  Everyone  knows 
time  I ve  got.  Damn  it  Schlock  the  only  inhabitants  there  are  sex 
Im  a doctor  not  a bloomin'  crazed  homosexual  Klingons. 
cuckoo  clock!  Aaaaahhhhh.  Jerk:  (.tunned)  Uh.  well  I’ll 
There  I did  it.  but  the  tribble  is  have  to  tell  you  about  it 
stuck'  sometime.  But  not  now,  Jerk  off. 

Schlock:  3.9  seconds.  (Switches  off  monitor  and  yells). 

Coy:  (pulling  and  jerking)  It’s  Schlock! 
stuck.  I tell  you  it’s  stuck!  Schlock:  Yes  captain. 

Schlock:  2.5  seconds.  Jerk:  Explain. 

Jerk:  Somebody  better  Schlock:  Apparently  Dr.  Coy's 

fuckingcum!  Anybody!  laxitive  corroded  the  circuits  on 

Schlock:  Time  is  up.  Sensors  in-  the  artsie’s  communication 
dicate  the  Artsies  have  beamed  device  in  your  soup.  The  co- 
down. ordinates  relayed  to  Mr.  Snot 

Jerk:  But  how,  Schlock??  What  were  incorrectly  transmitted  as 
happened?  those  of  Uranus,  not  Innis.  (Dr. 

Schlock:  Without  time  to  test  Coy  enters  bridge) 
the  substance  we  couldn't  an-  Jerk:  Good  work  Boner.  The  ar- 
ticipate  any  potential  side  effec-  tsies  are  now  on  Uranus, 
ts.  And  one  such  effect  was  to  probably  in  the  clutches  of  some 
make  the  tribbles  so  strong  that  sex-starved  Klingon  fairy.  Now 
they  no  longer  need  to  remove  all  we  have  to  worry  about  are, 
themselves  from  the  penis  to  Uhhmm,  these,  Aaaaaaahhhhhh, 
reproduce.  Tribbles. 

Jork:  You  mean  that  we’re  stuck  Coy:  I think  that  Tve  solved  that 
with  these  things  for  the  rest,  oh,  problem.  I notice  that  no  tribble 


” “ could  withstand  more  than  one 

dose  of  Engineer  Snot's 
cum.  I have  discovered  that  the 
tribbles  die  if  they  beat  off  more 
than  they  can  chew,  they  choke 
to  death. 

Jork:  Well  that’s  fine  except  that 
nobody  else  on  board  is  as  well 
endowed  as  an  Engineer. 

Coy:  I've  solved  that  problem  as 
well.  I have  an  injection  that  will 
enable  us  all  to  keep  it  up  for 
hours  with  ten  minute  orgasms. 
Jerk;  You’ve  saved  the  day  again 
Boner.  Inject  all  the  crewment 
immediately.  Mr.  Sumu,  go  do 
warped  sex.  I mean  slow  to  warp 
six.  And  now  Mr.  Jackoff,  since 
I've  run  out  of  profound 
statements  or  humorous  quips  to 
end  the  show  with,  why  don't  you 
come  back  into  this  script  and 
finish  your  joike.  How  are  artsies 
like  toilet  paper? 

Jackoff:  They  both  go  around 
Uranus  and  pick  up  Klingons, 
sir. 


A Guide  For  Tosteful 
Anal  Sex 


In  keeping  with  current  trends 
of  progressive  journalism,  the 
TODCE  is  proud  to  present  an  ar- 
ticle on  Bum  Blasting.  Ever  sin- 
ce the  Greeks  discovered  that 
there  was  an  orifice  for 
procreation  and  another  for 
recreation,  man  has  been 
travelling  down  the  Hershey 
Highway  looking  for  the  back  en- 
trance to  heaven.  Subsequent 
generations,  content  with 
pudendal  pudding  and  hand-jobs 
dismissed  the  buttocks  as  the 
doorway  to  heaven.  Despite  the 
advent  of  shameful 
heterosexuality  and  sick  Vic- 
torian sex,  comholing  lives  on. 

foreplay 

Although  often  cited  in  jour- 
nals, foreplay  should  be  left  to 
the  amateur.  The  true  brown 
dirtcowboy  will  ram  his  way 
home  without  further  con- 
sideration than  removing  his 
clothes.  For  the  newcummer 
however,  inserting  a large  blunt 
object  into  the  sigmoid  colon  is 
adventageous  and  may  minimize 
further  hemmorage.  For  this 
purpose  a small  javelin  pole  or 
butternut  squash  is  recommen- 
ded, although  a leg  can  be  used 
in  an  emergemy. 

Licking  and  inserting  a tongue 
in  the  external  anal  sphinctre 
may  loosen  up  the  new  enthusiast, 
but  for  unrestricted  entry  a Bic 
lighter  set  on  high  will  guarantee  an 
easy  access  as  well  as  removing 
those  unsightly  ass  hairs. 

POSITION 

The  optimum  position  for  butt 
fucking  is  anus  to  penis  although 
penis  to  anus  has  been  reportedly 
achieved.  For  maximum  com- 
fort the  penis  should  be  inserted 
end  first  at  a 37  degree  angle  to 
the  horizontal  unless  either  one 
of  the  participants  is  lying  down. 


If  more  than  one  wang  is  in- 
volved, any  procedure  which  can 
cram  the  most  organ  into  the  rec- 
tum is  recommended.  In  the 
recumbent  position  the  fuckee 
can  lower  themselves  over  the 
fucker  even  though  this  tends  to 
displace  the  intestines  into  the 
lungs.  This  can  be  uncomfor- 
table but  rapid  shallow  breathing 
insures  multiple  orgasms. 

LUBRICATION 

No  true  rectal  recluse  would 
dream  of  using  anything  but 
saliva.  But  for  the  newcummer 
to  anal  sex  who  may  feel  as 
though  someone  is  sanding  his 
innards  lubricant  may  be 
necessary.  Two  parts  Cheez 
Whiz  and  Vaseline  is  a favourite 
with  those  who  enjoy  an  oral  sex 
warmup,  while  those  who  like  it 
fast  and  hard  prefer  equal  por- 
tions of  K-Y  and  transmission 
fluid.  For  the  long  time  en- 
thusiast who  just  can’t  sequeeze 
it  anymore,  Lepages  glue  and 
lemon  juice  will  pucker  up  the 
laziest  of  sphinctres. 

HYGENE 

Obviously  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant aspects  of  anal  sex,  the 
professional  poop  shooter  is  the 
model  of  cleanliness.  Hands  are 
thoroughly  washed  and  teeth  are 
brushed  weekly.  Willnots,  those 
stubborn  nodules  of  fecal  matter 
which  collect  in  anal  hairs  are 
meticulously  removed,  dried  and 
served  as  croutons.  The  rectum 
is  flushed  weekly  with  Draino 
and  a daily  douche  with  methyl 
ethylketone  is  guaranteed  to  kill 
those  little  beasties  which  con- 
tribute to  diarrhea.  If  hem- 
moroids  are  prominent  the 
clusters  should  be  held  in  the 
mouth  and  sucked  gently  to 
remove  fungal  deposits.  If 
orgasm  can  be  achieved  at  this 
point,  so  much  the  better. 


GOD  Goes  To  Court 


In  the  beginning  God  created 
heaven  and  earth.  He  was  then 
faced  with  a class  action  lawsuit 
for  failing  to  file  and  environ- 
mental impact  statement  with 
HEPA  (Heavenly  Environmental 
Protection  Agency),  an 
angelically  staffed  agency 
dedicated  to  keeping  the  Univer- 
se pollution  free. 

God  was  granted  a temporary 
permit  for  the  heavenly  portion 
of  the  project,  but  was  issued  a 
cease  and  desist  order  on  the  ear- 
thly part,  pending  further  in- 
vestigation by  HEPA. 

Upon  completion  of  his  con- 
struction permit  application  and 
environmental  impact  statement, 
God  appeared  before  the  HEPA 
Council  to  substantiate  this  fur- 
ther. 

HEPA  was  unable  to  see  any 
practical  use  for  earth  since  “the 
earth  was  void  and  empty  and 
darkness  was  upon  the  face  of 
the  deep.” 

Then  God  said,  "Let  there  be 
light." 

He  should  never  have  brought 
up  this  point  since  one  member 
of  the  Council  was  active  in  the 
Sierrangel  Club  and  immediately 
protested,  asking  "How  was  the- 
light  to  be  made?  Would  there  be 
strip  mining?  What  about  ther- 
mal  pollution?  Air  pollution?" 

God  explained  the  light  would 
come  from  a huge  ball  of  fire. 

Nobody  on  the  Council  really 
understood  this  but  it  was 
provisionally  accepted  assuming 
(1)  there  would  be  no  smog 
resulting  from  the  ball  of  fire  and 


(2)  a separate  burning  permit 
would  be  required. 

When  asked  how  the  earth 
would  be  covered,  God  said, 
“Let  there  be  firmament  made 
amidst  the  waters;  and  let  it 
divide  the  waters  from  the 
waters.” 

One  ecologically  radical 
Council  member  accused  him  of 
double  talk,  but  the  Council 
tabled  action  since  God  would 
be  required  first  to  file  for  a per- 
mit from  the  ABLM  (Angelic 
Bureau  of  Land  Management). 

About  future  development 
God  also  said:  “Let  the  waters 
bring  forth  the  creeping  creature 
having  life,  and  the  fowl  that  may 
fly  over  the  earth.” 

Here  again,  the  Council  took 
no  formal  action  since  this  would 
require  approval  of  the  Game 
and  Fish  Commission  coor- 
dinated with  the  Heavenly  Wild- 
fire Federation  and 
Audobongelic  Society. 

It  appeared  everything  was  in 
order  until  God  stated  he  wanted 
to  complete  the  project  in  six 
days. 

At  this  time  he  was  advised  by 
the  Council  that  his  timing  was 
completely  out  of  the 
question...  HEP  A would  require 
a minimum  of  180  days  to  review 
the  application  and  environmen- 
tal impact  statement,  then  there 
would  be  public  hearings.  It 
would  take  10  to  12  months 
before  a permit  could  be  gran- 
ted. 

God  said,  "To  Hell  with  it!" 


What  does  ft  take  to  make  the  BFC  happy  ?? 


Technical  Career  Opportunities  For 
Engineering  & Science  Graduates 


Representatives  from  Proctor  and  Gam- 
ble Specialities,  Limited  will  be  on  campus 
to  present  career  opportunities  to  all  in- 
terested Engineering  and  Science 
graduates. 

Our  objective  in  this  informal  discussion 
will  be  to  inform  you  about  the  tremendous 
growth  opportunities  available  in  our 
manufacturing  operation. 

Brochures  and  a comprehensive  booklet 
about  Proctor  and  Gamble  Specialties  is 
available  at  your  Placement  Office . 

Take  a look! 

Plan  to  be  at  our  presen- 
tation October  18,  1979  from  7 -9  P.M.  in 
GB  420.  Representatives  John  Thorpe, 
Bob  Clark  and  Gord  Mak. 

Procter  & Gamble 
Specialties  Limited 

Belleville.  Ontario 
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The  Creation 


In  the  beginning,  G-diva 
created  the  Textbook  and  the 
Lecture.  The  lecture  was  without 
form  and  void,  and  darkness  was 
upon  the  face  of  the  book,  and 
the  spirits  of  G-diva  moved 
across  the  campus,  (le  hie). 

Then  did  G-diva  say,  “Let 
there  be  rum  and  there  was 
light,  and  G-diva  saw  the  light 
was  good  (when  mixed  with 
coke).  Then  G-diva  separated 
the  light  from  the  dark,  calling 
the  light  Palm  Breeze,  and  the 
dark  Navy.  And  the  evening  an  d 
the  morning  were  the  first  day. 

And  G-diva  said,  “Let  there  be 
firmness  in  the  midst  of  the 
waters.  And  G-diva  created  the 
firmness  to  separate  the  waters. 
G-diva  called  the  firmness 
Heaven.  And  the  evening  and 
the  morning  were  the  second 
day. 

Then  G-diva  said,  “let  there  be 
dry  land.  And  so  it  was.  G-diva 
called  the  land  U of  T and  it  was 
very  dry.  And  G-diva  seeing  the 
fucking  mess,  went  home  for  a 
brew.  And  the  evening  and  the 
morning  were  the  third  day. 

And  G-diva  said,  “Let  the 
water  bring  forth  living 
creatures.  Let  there  be  budgies 
in  the  air,  Jocks  on  the  ground, 
fish  in  Sid  Smith,  and  Artsies  un- 
der the  table.  Let  the  land  bring 
forth  all  manner  of  plants  to  eat 
smoke  and  distil':  Let  there  be 
learning  and  Science.  Let  there 
be  equations  and  constants.  And. 
let  them  reproduce  without 
solution.  And  the  evening  and 
the  morning  were  2n  plus  1 day. 

And  the  fifth  day  G-diva  skip- 
ped. 

On  the  weekend  there  was  a 
pub,  and  G-diva  looked  and  saw 
that  it  was  good,  all  except  for 
the  budgies  who  were 
multiplying  and  shitting  on 
everything.  “Cockspcker”,  said 
G-diva,  and  lo  there  came  Den- 
tists. G-diva  commanded  them 
that  they  should  gather  up  all  the 
shit.  G-diva  took  the  shit  and 
pondered  it.  Then  said  G-diva, 
“Let  us  make  a skuleman  in  our 
own  image,  and  let  him  have 
dominion  over  the  Jocks,  and 
over  the  artsies  and  every  living 
Meds  man  that  creepeth  on  the 
earth.  Then  did  G-diva  take  the 
shit,  and  of  it  froom  the 
skuleman  and  pour  into  him  the 
brew  of  life,  (le  hie).  And  G-diva 
planted  an  annex  in  the  land  of 
U of  T.  Out  of  the  stores  did  the 
lady  G-diva  cause  to  grow  every 
plant  that  is  pleasant  to  the  sight 
and  lungs.  Then  did  G-diva  plant 
in  the  middle  of  the  annex,  the 
cannon. 

The  lady  G-diva  took  the 
Skuleman  and  put  him  in  the  an- 
nex in  U of  T to  rule  it  and  keep 
it.  And  the  Lady  G-diva  com- 
manded the  Skuleman  saying, 
“You  may  freely  screw  around 
with  anything  in  the  annex,  but 
you  touch  that  cannon  and  I’ll 
boot  your  balls  so  fuckin’  hard 
you’ll  have  to  open  your  mouth 
to  take  a piss.  You  get  me  fuck 
eyes?”  Where  upon  did  the 
Skuleman  agree. 

Then  G-diva  said,  "It  is  not 
good  that  the  Skuleman  should 
be  alone,  lest  he  defile  himself 
and  go  blind.  I will  make  a helper 
fit  for  him.”  So  out  of  the  left 
over  budgy  shit  mixed  liberally 
with  the  remains  of  the  previous 
days  meals  at  Gnu  College,  did 
G-diva  form  every  beast  and 
worm  on  campus,  and  bring 
them  to  the  Skuleman  to  see 
what  he  would  call  them.  And  G- 
diva  brought  forth  the  jock,  but 
what  the  beast  lacked  in  in- 
telligence (considerable)  he 


made  up  for  in  the  reek  of  sweat, 
so  that  the  Skule  man  fled 
saying,  "Jocks  off  campus”.  Then 
did  G-diva  bring  a Pharmacist  to 
make  the  skuleman  feel  better, 
but  when  the  Pharmacist 
charged  $14.89  for  the  aspirin 
the  Skuleman  did  kick  him  in  the 
crotch  and  say  unto  him,  “Eat 
shit,  motherfucker!”;  and  what 
ever  the  Skuleman  called  every 
living  thing  - that  was  its  name. 
But  for  the  Skuleman  there  was 
no  fit  helper.  So  the  Lady  G-diva 
gave  the  Skuleman  a 24  so 
causing  a great  sleep  to  fall  upon 
him.  And  when  he  had  crashed, 
G-diva  took  the  will-nots  from 
the  Skuleman’s  asshole,  and 
from  them  fashioned  a nurse, 
and  brought  her  to  him.  Then  the 
Skuleman  said,  “What  kind  of 
fucking  thing  is  this?”  "That’s 
right”,  answered  G-diva,  And 
they  were  both  cannonless  and 
they  were  not  ashamed. 

Now  the  artsie  was  a gay 
fellow,  more  vile  than  any  other 
creature  in  the  land.  Then  did 
the  vilest  most  dispicable  hork 
faced  artsie  who  was  named 
Seymour  enter  into  the  garden. 
It  said  to  the  nurse,  "Did  G-diva 
say  you  shall  not  have  anything 
in  the  annex”  And  the  Nurse 
said,  "Fuck  off  artsie,  we  may 
not  touch  the  cannon,  or  we  shall 
lose  our  balls.” 

But  the  artsie  said,  "You  have 
no  balls  to  lose,  wherefore  may 
you  indeed  take  the  cannon,  or 
I’ll  eat  my  SAC.  For  G-diva 
knows  that  should  you  have  a 
cannon  you  would  be  like  her, 
and  all  the  world  would  admire 
you.  Verily  I say  unto  you,  you 
should  have  cannon  parity,” 
Then  did  the  nurse  take  the  can- 
non proclaiming  she  did  not  lose 
her  balls,  whereupon  did  all  the 
creatures  cum  to  see.  Then  she 
gave  the  cannon  to  the 
skuleman,  and  when  he  saw  that 
it  was  a beautiful  and  fearsome 
weapon  he  took  it.  And  he  fired 
the  cannon  when  all  the 
creatures  had  cum.  And  this  was 
the  first  gang  bang. 

G-diva  heard  the  bang  and 
came  to  the  annex  saying,  "Who 
took  the  cannon?”  Then  did  the 
nurse  answer  saying,  “It  was  the 
artsie,  for  he  told  me  I have  no 
balls.” 

The  Lady  G-diva  said  to  the 
artsie,  “Because  you  have  done 
this  thing,  cursed  are  you  above 
all  students.  Into  Sid  Smith  shall 
you  go,  and  preach  crap  all  the 
rest  of  your  days.  I will  put  en- 
mity between  you  and  the 
Skuleman  and  he  shall  piss  on 
you  and  use  your  balls  for  can- 
non wadding.” 

To  the  nurse  she  said,  “I  shall 
greatly  multiply  your  pain  with 
sponge  baths  and  rectal  tem- 
peratures." 

Then  did  she  address  herself  to 
the  Skuleman  saying,  "Because 
you  have  listened  to  the  voice  of 
your  nurse  and  have  fired  the 
cannon  which  I commanded  you 
not  to  touch,  you  shall  toil  and 
slave  over  it  and  you  shall  carry  it 
where  ever  you  go.  But  it  shall 
bring  you  pain,  for  men  shall  en- 
vy it  and  steal  it  from  you.  By  the 
sweat  of  your  ass  shall  you  do 
problem  sets  and  exams  shall  be 
brought  upon  your  head.” 

Then  G-diva  made  a hardhat 
for  the  Skuleman  that  he  might 
be  recognized  as  G-diva’s 
chosen,  and  she  sent  him  and  his 
nurse  forth  from  the  annex.  And 
they  wondered  in  desolation  till 
they  came  to  the  Graduate  skule 
for  where  else  should  they  go  af- 
ter being  cast  from  U of  T,  but  to 
the  land  of  the  rejects. 


GOD  Gets 
Tenure 


In  a long  expected  move,  the 
Religious  Studies  Tenure  Com- 
mittee, meeting,  in  closed 
session,  on  Monday  voted  to 
award  God  tenure.  Speaking  in 
an  exclusive  interview  following 
the  meeting.  Father  John  Belly, 
of  no  fixed  address,  outlined  his 
reasons  for  awarding  “Him” 
tenure,  'Wow,  did  you  see  his  list 
of  publications?  The  first  book 
was  just  great;  floods,  famine, 
pestilence.  Boy,  what  action!" 

Others  members  of  the  com- 
mittee, however,  disagreed  with 
Father  Belly’s  interpretations  "I 
was  most  impressed  with  his 
research,”  commented  commit- 
tee member,  and  President  of 
Victoria  College  Goldwyn  Sten- 
ch. “I  mean,  making  a woman 
out  of  a man’s  rib,  now  that  is 
what  I call  genius.” 

Asked  to  comment  on  how 
God  could  possibly  receive 
tenure  in  spite  of  poor  course 
evaluations,  St.  Michael’s 
College  Professor,  William 
Dumpy,  replied  “Yes,  we  are 
aware  of  his  inability  to  com- 
municate effectively,  his  lack  of 
tolerance  for  opposing  viewpoin- 
ts, the  unusually  high  standards 
he  sets  for  his  students,  his  in- 
credibly strict  marking  scheme, 


and  his  tendency  to  explain 
things  in  mysterious  ways  — but 
when  did  that  stuff  ever  count  in 
a tenure  decision?” 

Philosophy  Professor  Chuck 
Blandly,  seemed  to  agree  with 
Professor  Dumpy’s  analysis. 
When  asked  if  having  students 
on  the  tenure  committee  would 
have  affected  the  outcome  he 
replied  "Oh  sure,  they  would 
have  raised  all  those  irrelevant 
points,  you  know,  can  he  teach, 
is  he  easily  accessible,  does  he 
answer  questions:  It’s  just  as  well 
that  there  were  no  students 
there.” 

Apparently,  the  decision  to 
award  tenure  to  our  Father  Who 
Art  in  Heaven,  did  not  pass  the 
committee  without  some 
discussion.  "One  member  noted 
that  God  has  been  dead  for 
years,  and  that  because  of  that 
he  was  ineligible  to  receive 
tenure,”  remarked  Father  Belly. 
“But  I quickly  pointed  out  that 
some  of  our  finest  faculty 
members  had  received  tenure 
years  after  they  had  passed  on, 
and  to  establish  death  as  a 
possible  grounds  for  tenure 
denial,  at  this  point  in  time, 
would  be  a dangerous 
precedent.” 


NUMERO  UNO  IN  MEXICO  AND  IN  CANADA 


Quincy's  Ambulance  Not  For 


Sale 

‘‘Morning,  Quincy,"  Sam  said  as  he 
walked  into  the  converted  butcher  shop 
that  was  the  autopsy  suite.  Suddenly 
covering  his  mouth,  he  raced  back  out  in- 
to the  hallway  and  heaved  for  a full  ten 
minutes  into  the  toilet  bowl.  Severely 
dehydrated  and  shaken,  he  made  his  way 
back  to  the  room.  Quincy  sat  huddled 
over  a cadaver,  eating  his  lunch  while  lost 
in  thought. 

"Oh,  Jesus,  Quince!”  Sam  said,  reeling 
again,  ‘‘What  the  hell  are  you  doing?" 
The  cadaver  before  them  looked  horribly 
mutilated,  evidently  the  victim  of  a shark 
attack. 

“Aw  shit.  I get  so  involved  in  these 
damn  detective  novels  that  I forget  which 
is  lunch  and  which  is  the  specimen," 
Quincy  said,  wiping  his  mouth.  “Better 
file  this  one,"  he  said,  having  eaten  most 
of  the  body.  “Better  still  send  it  to  the 
New  College  cafeteria”.  She  turned  pale  and 
felt  nauseous  as  he  started  to  wheel  the 
remains  down  to  the  incinerator  chute. 
“Hold  it,"  Quincy  said,  breaking  off  a 
bone  splinter  from  the  cadaver's  ribs. 
Picking  his  teeth  with  it,  he  nodded  for 
Sam  to  continue.  . . 

Upon  his  return,  he  saw  Quincy  sitting 


back,  feet  up  on  another  body,  sipping  on 
a formaldehyde  shake. 

‘‘Quincy!!”  Sam  Shrieked,  seeing  a 
piece  of  brain  in  the  beaker  he  was 
drinking  from. 

"How  did  that  get  in  here?"  Quincy 
wondered,  thoughtfully  stirring  the 
beaker.  “No  big  deal.  You  wanna  drink, 
Sam?”  he  asked,  tossing  a flask  of  the 
stuff  at  him. 

“Aaaughhh!!!”  Sam  howled,  bolting 
out  of  the  room  towards  the  toilet.  He  ran 
screaming  down  the  hallway,  turning 
various  shades  of  green  as  he  passed  the 
pathology  lab  where  Quincy  dined 
regularly.  The  hospital  staff  graciously 
set  aside  one  stall  in  the  washrooms  for 
Sam's  personal  use.  Some  joker  wrote 
“The  Chameleon”  on  the  door. 

Some  minutes  afterward,  Dr.  Aston, 
head  of  the  Coroner’s  department, 
walked  into  the  autopsy  suite. 

"Quincy...  QUINCY!!"  he  bellowed. 
“Get  the  hell  over  here,  you  goddamn 
ghoul.  I’ve  got  a job  for  you  to  do,"  he 
snarled,  as  Quincy  emerged  from  the  far 
end  of  the  room,  chewing  on  a leg. 

“NO!”  Aston  said,  before  Quincy  could 
offer  him  a bite. 

"And  put  that  damn  thing  down  when 
Tm  talking  to  you.  Tm  getting  fed  up  of 
covering  for  you  atrocities  around  here. 
Every  time  you’re  scheduled  to  appear  in 
court,  the  case  is  dismissed  due  to  insuf- 
ficient evidence.  The  few  tidbits  that  Sam 


could  prize  from  your  grasp  aren’t  even 
enough  for  microscopic  examination. 
Any  anytime  they  ask  for  your  opinion, 
all  you  can  say  is  ‘delicious’,  and  smack 
your  lips.  The  courts  are  getting  very 
suspicious,  Quincy.” 

“Aw,  lay  off,  willya...  BURP!”  Quincy 
belched,  spraying  out  a foul  cloud  of 
noxious  gas  that  smelled  like  rotting  cab- 
bage and  gangrenous  flesh  right  at 
Aston’s  face.  The  unsuspecting  Aston 
spontaneously  emitted  a single  blast  of 
vomit  into  the  air,  coating  the  walls  and 
covering  Quincy’s  blood-stained  overalls. 

Later  that  day,  Quincy  was  called  into 
the  office  and  greeted  by  a very  sickly 
Aston.  "Have  a seat,  Quincy,”  Dr.  Aston 
said.  Eager  to  comply,  Quincy  tore  the 
buttocks  of  a stiff. 

“Oh,  Christ,  you  animal,”  Aston  said, 
feeling  faint.  Then  he  handed  him  a note 
at  the  end  of  a long  stick.  “Read  it,”  he 
ordered. 

"My  god. ...  a 747  crashlanded  near  Los 
Angeles  with  no  survivors...  not  certain  if 
mechanical  or  pilot  error...  I see.  You 
want  me  to  see  if  the  crew  was  to  blame 
in  some  way,  is  that  right? 

“That’s  right,  you  necro.  But  remem- 
ber... This  is  a terrible  disaster,  not  a 
smorgasbord.  I’ll  put  you  behind  bars 
personally  if  you’re  caught.  So  get  going, 
and  take  Sam  with  you.” 

“Okay,  but  first  Til  grab  a bite  to  eat. 
C’mon  Sam,  my  treat,”  Quincy  said. 


• •• 


Bunting  for  a 
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Screaming  and  kicking,  Sam  was  dragged 
heels  first  out  of  the  room,  then  down  to 
the  Patheteria. 

“You’re  gonna  love  it,  Sam  my  boy. 
I’ve  got  soup,  sandwiches  and  some  wine 
to  boot,"  Quincy  explained. 

‘‘You’re  kidding,  Quince.  It  sounds 
normal.  I can’t  believe  it,”  Sam  said, 
feeling  ever  so  relieved.  ‘‘And  I’m 
famished!”  he  said,  tearing  into  the  food. 
It  was  days  since  he  was  able  to  face  the 
sight  of  food.  He’d  lost  sixty  five  pounds 
since  he  started  working  with  Quincy, 
sometime  last  week. 

Sitting  back,  belly  aching  with  fill  Sam 
lit  up  a cigarette  and  started  to  smoke. 

"That  was  damn  good,  Quincy,"  he 
said.  “You  must  give  me  the  recipe.” 

"It’s  easy,  Sam.  First  off,  you  get  a 
skull  from  an  accident  victim  andmash  up 
the  brains  with  a blender.  Then,  chop  up 
bits  of  intestine,  add  kidneys,  diced  liver 
and  appendix,  sprinkle  liberally  with 
phlegm  and  bile,  and  garnish  the  whole 
bloody  thing  with  smegma  sauce.  And  it 
takes  no  time  at  all.  I also  pulled  the  wine 
out  of  some  dead  rubby’s  hand  this  mor- 
ning. Bugger  would  hardly  let  go,"  Quin- 
cy said.  Sam  froze  on  the  spot.  He  tur- 
ned at  Quincy  and  tried  to  speak.  His  lips 
only  formed  silent  words  as  the  horror  of 
his  supper  washed  over  him. 

Coming  to  several  hours  later  at  the 
crash  site,  Sam  found  himself  lying  near  a 
pile  of  flaming  bodies.  Looking  around 
he  saw  a bag  of  marshmallows  and  some 
sticks  left  on  the  ground.  Obviously 
Quincy’s  work.  He  stumbled  around  for  a 
few  minutes  until  he  found  Quincy.  And 
there  he  lay,  on  top  of  a female  stiff, 
evidently  around  16  years  old.  He  was 
pumping  in  and  out  furiously,  groaning 
out  loud  and  pawing  the  body  like  an 
animal. 

"Quincy!  Are  you  out  of  your  mind?” 
Sam  wailed,  absolutely  appalled  by  the 
sight  of  necrophilia. 

"Don’t  sweat  it,  Sam.  I’m  wearing  a 
black  condom.  Gotta  have  some  respect 
for  the  dead.” 

The  next  morning,  the  telephone  in 
Aston’s  office  rang  early  in  the  morning, 
and  fearfully,  he  picked  it  up  and  said 
hello. 

"Aston!  Good  to  hear  you  again,”  said 
the  police  commisioner.  “Your  man 
Quincy...  works  like  a demon,”  he  said, 
and  Aston  knew  the  truth.  “He  arrived 
early  yesterday  and  worked  well  into  the 
night.  Dedication,  that’s  what  it  is.  But, 
you  know,  I could  have  sworn  there  were 
a lot  more  bodies  lying  around  last  night 
when  I left.  But  no  matter.  Just  phoned  to 
say  thanks  for  putting  a good  man  on  it. 
Bye.”  and  he  hung  up.  Aston  was  per- 
plexed, but  ever  so  relieved. 

“Quincy,”  Aston  shouted,  upon  his 
return,  “What  did  you  find?  Was  the  cap- 
tain drugged?” 

‘Til  have  the  results  for  you  in  a few 
minutes.  Just  as  soon  as  I run  a test  sam- 
ple of  my  own  blood,”  said  Quincy. 

Fifteen  minutes  later,  Quincy’s  blood 
showed  definite  traces  of  Demerol  in  the 
Captain’s  body. 

“I  thought  I felt  woozy,"  Quincy  said. 

The  next  day,  Quincy  appeared  in 
court  as  an  expert  witness.  Slides  of  the 
grisly  scene  were  flashed  on  a screen. 

“This  is  the  sordid  accident  we  all  read 
about  in  the  papers,"  the  commisioner 
testified.  “Thanks  to  Quincy’s  efforts,  we 
were  able  to  demonstrate  traces  of 
Demerol  in  the  captain’s  body  by  some 
unusual  means,  (as  Aston  assured  me) 
thus  letting  the  manufacturer  off  the 
hook.  Though  we  can’t  explain  it,  there 
were  fewer  bodies  the  morning  after  Dr. 
Quincy  began  than  there  were  the  night 
before.  However...”  Aston  began  to 
sweat. 

"This  slide,  taken  by  one  of  our  boys 
with  infrared,  shows  some  horrible 
creature  hunched  over  the  victims,  ap- 
parently eating  them,  with  his  terrible 
eyes  glowing  a crimson  red  in  the  night. 
But  we  can  only  speculate."  With  these 
words,  Aston  passed  out  with  relief  in  his 
chair. 

"Christ,  Quince,”  Sam  said,  “That  was 
close.”  Once  back  at  the  hospital,  Aston 
said  “Another  stunt  like  that,  and  they’ll 
roast  me  alive."  He  suddenly  covered  his 
mouth,  for  Quincy  was  eyeing  him 
hungrily. 


Continuing  Educaton 
Digs  In 

In  startling  and  some  what  shocking 
announcement  today  the  university’s 
school  of  continuing  studies  revealed  the 
outline  for  a new  program  to  reach  all 
levels  of  the  community.  The  school, 
which  has  been  praised  in  the  past  for  its 
innovative  work  in  areas  from  junior  kin- 
dergarden  to  geriatrics,  seems 
precariously  perched  above  the  brink  of 
bad  taste  (and  smell)  as  it  prepares  to  leap 
the  gulf  of  death  itself.  The  T*ike  ob- 
tained an  exclusive  interview  with  I. 
Wanchadoe,  chairman  of  the  new 
program. 

T*ike:  As  I understand  it  you  are 
preparing  to  offer  courses  for  corpses? 
Wanchadoe:  We  prefer  to  call  them  un- 
dergrounduate  students.  ‘Corpses’  has 
such  a sense  of  finality.  After  all  we 
are  always  learning  everyday  aren’t  we? 
Our  motto  is  “Your  not  getting  molder, 
you’re  getting  deader.” 

He  looked  at  me  and  smiled  with  an 
expression  one  frequently  sees  on  the 
criminally  insane.  Avoiding  his  glance  I 
swallowed  my  breakfast  again  and  con- 
tinued. 

T’ike:  Do  you  think  that  the  program  will 
have  much  appall,  I mean  appeal? 
Wanchadoe:  We’re  hoping  so.  We  are 
trying  to  convince  the  families  of  the 
deceased  that  instead  of  spending  alot  of 
money  on  a fancy  grave  stone  and  plot 
that  will  eventually  crumble  they  should 
invest  in  something  that  will  last  forever, 
an  education. 

T*ike:  Even  if  it  doesn’t  get  you  a job, 
eh? 

His  sardonic  smile  somehow  reminded 
me  of  ‘The  Holocaust’.  I longed  to  be 
back  in  the  calculus  tutorial  I was  skip- 
ping. 

Wanchadoe:  How  amusing.  The  univer- 
sity actually  should  profit  considerably 
though.  Increased  enrolement  will  mean 
that  government  grants  to  the  university 
will  be  increased.  But  at  the  same  time 
there  will  be  little  added  demand  on 
athletic,  parking  and  residence 
facilities.  For  those  who  are  coming  from 
far  away  we  are  looking  for  space  in  Marg 
Ad  where  the  stiff  unyielding  bodies 
should  feel  at  home.  Anyway  you  have  to 
look  at  the  demographics.  Between  the 
years  of  2000  and  2030  the  baby  boom 
generation  will  be  dropping  like  flies.  We 
want  a piece  of  the  action. 

T*ike:  This  is  a whole  new  group  of  uh. 
people?  That  you’re  trying  to  reach.  Do 
you  foresee  any  problems? 

Wanchadoe:  There  are  bound  to  be  a few 
but  we  are  well  prepared.  Our  previous 
work  with  semi-conscious  and  comatose 
groups  such  as  jocks  and  forestry  studen- 
ts will  be  a great  aid.  A good  orientation 
program  will  also  help.  We  are  planning 
tours  of  the  formalin  storage  in  Med  Sci 
and  are  warning  them  against  eating  at 
New  College.  They  may  be  dead  but 
there’s  no  sense  taking  chances. 

T*ike:  How  do  you  think  the  present 
student  body  will  accept  your  program? 
Wanchadoe:  A few  trial  cases  have 
shown  that  the  dear  departed  mix  very 
well  especially  with  artsies,  though  in  fact 
we  have  had  a few  rather  brutal  and 
disgusting  episodes  with  overeager  med 
students.  We  had  originally  hoped  to  in- 
tegrate the  classes  but  this  led  to  con- 
fusion since  the  motionless  bodies  and 
vacant  gaze  of  the  new  students  made 
them  virtually  indistinguishable  from  the 
faculty  memabers.  We  plan  to  involve  the 
undergrounds  in  regular  student  activities 
such  as  sports  by  using  them  for  goalpost 
assemblies  in  football  and  hockey  games 
and  at  pubs  as  coatracks. 

T*ike:  What  sorts  of  courses  will  you  be 
offering? 

Wanchadoe:  We  expect  topics  such  as 
theology  and  the  occult  to  be  very 
popular  but  we  are  also  offering  course  of 
special  interest  to  the  dead,  such  as  ‘In- 
teresting tumors  I have  known,  Patholoy 
' self-taught’,  ‘Decorating  with  fungus’  and 
‘If  I can’t  take  it  with  me  where  can  I rent 
it.’ 

T'ike:  Are  you  really  going  to  give 
degrees  to  the  deseased? 

Wanchadoe:  Why  not?  We  give  them  to 
Eng.  Sci.  Anyway  we  feel  everyone 
should  have  a ghoul  I mean  goal  to  work 
towards. 


LIVING  IN  THE  PAST? 


Live  it  with  the  TOIKE  OIKE. 

1977-78  and  1978-79  TOIKE  sets  are 
available  from  the  Engineering  Stores 
for  $2.25  each.  You  don’t  know  what 
you've  been  missing.  Star  Whores,  the 
Varsity  Toike,  the  Green  Toike  and 
much  more.  Memorize  the  joikes  and 
watch  them  reappear  this  year. 

(Not  only  that,  the  ink’s  dry  now.  It 
won’t  come  off  on  your  hands). 

TOIKE  sets $2.25 


FOR  THE  NEGLECTED 
NURSES 

Meet  Sherri 

for  an  evening  of 
PLEASURE 
and 

TERROR 


NCUSE 

SHEftlU 


CALCULATORS 
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The  Art  of  Golden  Holdin’. 

Number  37.  The  Spike  Hold. 

When  it  comes  to  holdin’  a good  smooth  Golden 
some  people  think  anything  goes. 
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